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OON after the appearance of the Bavian 
my Bookſeller put into my hands an anony- 
mous letter, ſuggeſting an alteration or two in 
caſe the work ſhould come to a ſecond edition. 
Being naturally warm-hearted, I felt great 
gratitude for the friendly writer, and, as a ſecond 
edition was ſpeedily called for, proceeded in all 
ſimplicity of ſoul to avail myſelf of his labours: 
but by this time my adviſers were become ſo nu- 
merous and ſo contradictory, that I found myſelf 
in the ſituation of the old man and his aſs; and 
therefore determined, as the moſt likely method 
to ſatisfy every body, to reprint the poem juſt as | 
it was. 
LEE A I ſubjoin 
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I ſubjoin a few of the Letters, and leave my 

readers, without any comment, to form their own 
opinion on the propriety of my reſolution. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE BAVIAD. 


[To the care of Mr. Faulder. ] 


I. 


Mis TER Bavian, 

HOW dar you for to inſult a jontleman 
who is my friend ?—and when ſay a joNTLEMAN, 
I would be underſtood to mane Anthony Paſquin, 
Eſq. 

Tak his name out of your book immadiately, 
or by Jaſus I ſhall run my dirty fiſt in your face 
as ſoon as I will get abroad. 

Yours to command, 


From my cell, 
- Newgate. JOHN W— : 


LE T- 
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LETTER Il. 


SIR, 


I AM extremely delighted with your 
Baviad, which I take to be an excellent piece of 
ſatire, and, generally ſpeaking, a juſt one: but I 
beg leave to ſubmit to your better judgment, 
whether a ſmall alteration of the 134th line 
would not very much improve it. You ſay, 
“ Cobbe's vapid jeſt.” I think Cobbe's lively jeſt 
would ſound better—Or what think you of 
ſtriking out Cobbe altogether, and putting in 
O'Keefe without the O' thus“ Keefe's vapid 
jeſt ?” It ſtrikes me as more poetical. 

You may be ſure that Mr. Cobbe knows no- 
thing of this; which is dictated ſolely by the 
deſire of ſeeing your incomparable poem as per- 
fect as poſſible. 

I am, with due reſpect, 
Yours, &c. 


. GEORGE . eons wes, | 
A 2 L E T- 
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LETTER UI. 


© BELL's WHOLE choix!“ Quouſque 


tantum—Yes, Sir, I am proud of the inſinuation 
while I deſpiſe it. The ow!, they ſay, was a 
baker's daughter. We know what we ARE, but 
we know not what we May BE. Thereby hangs 
a tale: and the WorLD ſhall have it—Choice 
BIOGRAPHY is the boaſt of My Paper Verba ſat 
| have friends—ſo has LAURA Maria—She 
is the Sarrno of the age. I wrong her—The 
' MonTHLY Revitwess read GREEK, and they 
prefer our fair countrywoman. I read Greek 
too, but I make no boaſt of it. I fell Mrs. 
RopinsoN's works, and I know their value 
It is the bright day that brings forth the | 
« adder.” YExva I deſpiſe; AnTrony PasqQuin 
I execrate—The brilliant effuſions of fancy, the 
bright corruſcations of genius only, illuminate 
the OxacLE—and ARrxo and CxsARIo, names 


ſacred to the xusE OF GLORY, conſtitute a proud 
diſtinction 


t * 1 
diſtinction between the unfading leaves of the 


PYTHIAN ſhrine, and the periſhable records of the 
DAY. JOHN BELL. 


P. 8.“ BLoCKHEADs with reaſon” —you know 
the reſt. I fear nothing—yet I love not ever- 
laſting feuds—At a word, will one of my new 


COMMON PLACE BOOKS be acceptable ? 
J. B. 


LIE. IV. 


DIR, 

I BELONG to the ——D—— Club, and 
have the honour of thinking, with the reſt of the 
members, that you have miſdirected your ſatire. 
Can it be worth the while of a gentleman of 
-your talents, to waſte them on a ſet of miſerable 
grubs; while Mr. Fox and his friends riot in 
impunity ? | 

Pray, Sir, conſider this a little Or ſuppoſe 
you 


— 
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1 
you were to turn the Jockty C un into verſe. — 
I dare ſay it would go off well; as there are 
characters which every body knows: but depend 
upon it, all the namby- pamby names of the Blue- 
ſtocking Club, with Captain Topham at their 
head, will never ſell you a ſingle copy. | 
Yours, &c. 
X. V. 


LETTER V. 


Sin, | | x 
IT is obſerved by T. Vaughan, Eſq. 
that you abuſe writers infinitely above your com- 


prehenſion. This may be true, or it may not.— 


To me, indeed, there ſeems a degree of vanity 


in attacking the firſt poetical reputations of the 
age. Yenda and Della Cruſca, Laura Maria and 
Anthony Paſquin, are far beyond the reach of 


von ſatire; and will be read where you and 


your works are held in deteſtation. 
If 


OS 
If you mu write, why not attack the Poet 
Laureate, or the author of the Village Curate ? 
Theſe, I preſume, are level to your underſtanding. 
But you praiſe one Burns, a Scotchman | 
Accipe iffidias Danaum! You are FROM BEYOND 
THE T'WEED THEN—With ſuch the Miniſter is 


. always ſacred; otherwiſe I would recommend to 
you a few ſtrictures on Mr. Pitt. 
I have an idea on that ſubject, which, if put 
into poetry, would ſell to admiration. Can I ſee 
you? do you ever walk within the Rules ?—— 


Hic pauca defiderantur, | 
; W. T. 
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THE 
FIRST SATIRE 
OF 
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PARAPHRASTICALLY IMITATED. 


Semper ego auditer tantum, nunguamme reponam, 
Vexatus toties rauci Theſeide Codri ? 

Impune ergo mihi recitaverit ille togatas, 

Hic elegos ? 


[3 


PERS. SAT. I. 
CURAS hominum ! O quantum eſt in rebus 


inane |! 

Quis leget hæc? Min' tu iſtud ais? e hercule. 
Nemo ? 

Vel duo, vel nemo : turpe et miſcrabile.” re 


Ne mihi Polydamas & Troiades Labęonem 
Pretu- 


Cui non dictus Hylas ? And who has not heard of James 
Boſwell, Eſq. ? All the world knows (for all the world has it 
under his own hand) that this great man compoſed a BAL- 
LAD in honour of Mr. Pitt, with very little aſſiſtance from 
Truſler, and leſs from Mr. Dibdin ; which he produced to the 
utter confuſion of the Foxites, and ſung at the Lord Mayor's 

table. 


181 


Noe in ovilia— 
Mox in reluctantes dracones. 


P, HEN TI look round on man, and find 


how vain 


His paſſions— | 
F. Save me from this canting ſtrain ! 
Why, who will read it ? 
P. Say'ſt thou TH1s to me? 
F, None, by my life. 
P, What, none? Nay, two or three— 
F. No, no; not one. *Tis ſad : but— 
P. Sad, but! why? 
Pity is inſult here. I care not, I, 
Tho” * Boſwell, of a ſong and ſupper vain, 
And Bell's whole choir (an ever-jingling train), 
| In 


— — — 


— 


table. This important « ſtate paper” I have not been able to 
procure, thanks to the ſcombri, et quicquid ineptis amicitur 
chartis; but the terror and diſmay it occaſioned amongſt the 
enemy, with a variety of other circumſtances highly ne- 
ceſſary to be known, may be gathered from the following 
letter : 


B 2 | To 


[2453 
Prætulerint: nugæ. 


To the CONDUCTOR of the WORLD. 


Six, 
THE waſps of oppoſition have deen very buſy with my 
Statt Ballad, * the Grocer of LoxDox,” and they are welcome. 
Pray let them know that I am vain of a haſty compoſition 


which has procured me large draughts of that popular applauſe 
in which I delight. Let me add, that there was certainly no 


fervility an my part; for I publicly declared in Guildhall, be- 
tween the encores, that this ſame Grocer had treated me arro- 
« gantly and ungratefully ; but that, from his great merit as a 
« Miniſter, I was compelled to ſupport him.” 

The time may come, when I ſhall havea proper opportunity 
to ſhew, that, in one inſtance at leaſt, (the man has wanted 
wiſdom.” — Meanwhile, to give my puny antagoniſts a little 
more play for their ſtings, I ſend you the bright part of my 
character of him, which will appear very well oa the firſt day 
of the new Parliament : | 


O thou ! whom wondering we behold, 
In proudeſt public virtue bold 

Who, ev'n aſtripling, could with eaſe 
Bait ANNIA's helm intrepid ſeize | 


— 


L. $5.4 
In ſplay-foot madrigals their pow'rs combine, 
To praiſe * Miles Andrews! verſe, and cenſure mine— 
No, 


Whom now (a thouſand ſtorms endur'd) 
Years of experience have matur'd ; 

For whom, in Glory's race untir'd, 

Th' events of nations have conſpir'd 

For whom, ere many ſuns revolv'd, 

HoLLand has crouch'd, and FRANCE diſſolv'd; 
And Sr Alx, in a Dow Qv1xoT E fit, 

Has bullied only—to ſubmit. 


I am 
The WokLD's very humble Servant, 
TAMES BOSWELL. 


Theſe “ bright” lines, which only want a little grammar, 
and a little ſenſe, to be perfectly intelligible, are thought to 
have raiſed no ſmall apprehenſion “ of the woe to come“ in 
the breaſt of the Miniſter. Whether he has yet taken any 
ſteps to deprecate it, is not known: this, however, is certain 
that the “ puny antagoniſts” above mentioned have been 
awed into ſuch ſilence, reſpecting Mr. Boſwell, that if it were 
not for his laudable perſeverance in celebrating himſelf, we 
could not know ſuch a man, much leſs ſuch a writer, exiſted. 


* This gentleman, who has long been known as an induſtri- 
ous paragraph-grinder to the morning papers, took it into his 
B 3 head 


167 4 
Non, fi quid turbida Roma 


Elevet, accedas : examenve improbum in illa 
Caſtiges trutina : nec te quæſiveris extra. 


Nam 


— OA 


head ſome time ſince to try his hand at a Prologue. Having 
none of the uſual requiſites for this buſineſs, he laboured to 
little purpoſe ; till Dulneſs, whoſe attention to her children 
is truly maternal, ſuggeſted to him that unmeaning ribaldry 
and vulgarity might poſſibly be ſubſtituted for harmony, ſpirit, 
taſte, and ſenſe. ——He caught at the hint, made the experi- 
ment, and ſucceeded to a miracle. Since that period, every 
play-wright, from O'Keeffe to Della Cruſca, “ a heavy de- 
clenſion !”” has been ſolicitous to preface his labours with a 
| few lines de ſa fa on, to excite and perpetuate the good hu- 
mour of his audience. As the reader may probably not diſlike 
a ſhort ſpecimen of Mr. Andrews's wonder-working poetry, 
I have ſabjoined the following extract from his laſt and beſt 


performance, his prologue to Lorenzo. 


« Feg, cries fat Madam Dump, from Wapping Wall, 
« Idon'tlove plays no longer not at all, 

« They're now ſo vulgar, and begin ſo ſoon, 

None but low people dines till afternoon ; 

Then they mean ſummot, and the like o' that, 

« And its impoſſible to fit and chat. 


E 


No, not a jot. Let the beſott ed town 

Beſtow as faſhion prompts the laurel crown; 
But do not Tnov, who mak'ſt a fair pretence 
To that beſt boon of Heaven, Common Sexse, 


nnr 


« Give me the uppero, where folks come ſo grand in, 
« And nobody need have no underſtanding. 


« Ambizione ! del tiranno ! 

Piu forte, piu piano, a che fin— 

„ Zounds | here's my warrant, and I will come in. 
« Diavolo! who comes here to ſo confound us? 

« The conſtables, to take you to the round-houſe. 

% De round-houſe ?—M ! 

« Now comes the dance, the demi charactere, 

« Chacone, the pas de deux, the here, the there ; 
And laſt, the chief high-bounding on the looſe toe, 
« Or pois'd like any Mercury, &c.“ 


And this was heard with applauſe } And this was read with 
delight ! O ſhame ! where is thy bluſh ? 


——morantur - 
Pauci ridiculum effugientem ex urbe pudorem, 
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Nam Romz eſt quis non? at, fi fas dicere: ſed fas 

Tunc, cum ad canitiem, et noſtrum iſtud vivere 
triſte 

Aſpexi, et nucibus facimus quæcunque relictis, | 

Cum ſapimus patruos : tunc, tunc. Ignoſcite. Nolo. 


_—_— 
* 
— — 


„ 
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For the poetic amours of this lady, ſee the Britiſh Album, 
particularly the poem called the InTzzview ; of which, ſoit 


| dit en paſſant, I have a moſt delectable tale to tell, when time 
| ſhall ſerve. 


_ 


ES: 


Reſign thy judgment to the rout, and pay 15 
Knee · worſhip to the idol of the day: 
For all are 
F. What ? Speak freely; let me know. 
P. O might I ! durſt I! Then hut let it 
go. . | 
Yet, when I view the follies that engage 
The full-grown children of this piping age ; 20 
| See ſnivelling Jerningham at fifty weep 
Ofer love-lorn oxen and deſerted ſheep ; 
See Cowley “ friſk it to one ding-dong chime, | 
And weekly cuckold her poor ſpouſe in rhyme z 24 
See Thrale's grey widow with a ſatchel roam, 
And bring in pomp laborious nothings home; 
See Robinſon forget her ſtate, and move 
On crutches tow'rds the grave, to + © Light o' 
Love 3”? 
I ſcarce can rule my ſpleen 
F. Forbear, forbear : 


And what the great delight in, learn to ſpare. 30 


Oo 


+ Light o Love l that's a tune that goes without a burden. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


FE. 


— 10 J 

Quid faciam ? ſed ſum. petulanti ſplene cachinno. 

Scribimus incluſi, numeros ille, hic pede liber, 

Grande aliquid, quod pulmo animz prælargus an- 
helet : 


Scilicet 


Lo, Della Cruſca 


„ O thou, to whom ſuperior worth's allied, 
« Thy Country's honour, and the Muſe's pride 
So ſays Laura Maria— 
et ſolem quis dicere falſum 
Audeat ? 


Indeed ſhe ſays a great deal more ; but as I do not under- 

ſtand it, I forbear to lengthen my quotation. 
Innumerable Odes, Sonnets, &c. publiſhed from time to 
time in the papers, have juſtly procured this gentleman the 
reputation of the firſt poet of the age: but the performance 
which called forth the high-ſounding panegyric above men- 
tioned, 


3 


p. It muſt not, cannot be; for I was born 

To brand obtruſive ignorance with ſcorn ; 

On bloated pedantry to pour my rage, 

And hiſs prepoſterous fuſtian from the ſtage. 

Lo, Della Cruſca * ! In his cloſet pent, 35 

He toils to give the crude conception vent; 

Abortive thoughts that right and wrong confound, 

Truth ſacrific'd to letters, ſenſe to ſound ; 

Falſe glare, incongruous images, combine 

And noiſe and nonſenſe clatter through the line, 40 
"Tis 


tioned, is a philoſophical rhapſody on the French Revolution, 
called the Wreath of Liberty. | 
Of this poem no reader / provided he can read) is at this time 
ignorant: but as there are various opinions concerning it, and 
as I do not chooſe perhaps to diſpute with a lady of Mrs. R—'s 
critical abilities, I ſhall ſelect a few paſſages from it, and 
leave the world to judge how truly its author can be ſaid 
to be 
> AM « gifted with the ſacred lyre, 
« Whoſe ſounds can more than mortal thoughts inſpire.” 


This ſupernatural effort of genius, then, is chiefly diſtin- 
guiſhed by three very prominent features—1. Downright 
nonſenſe. 2, Downright frigidity. 3. Downright doggrel. 
Of each of theſe in its turn: and firſt of the firſt. 


Hang 


1 12 J 
Scilicet hæc populo, pexuſque togaque recenti, 


Et natalitia tandem cum ſardonyche albus, 


Sede legens celſa, liquido cum plaſmate guttur 
Mobile collueris, patranti fractus ocello, 
Hic 


Hang o'er his eye the goſſamery tear. 
Wreath round her airy harp the tim'rous joy. 
A web-work of deſpair, a maſs of woes. 

And o'er my lids the ſcalding tumours roll. 


«© TumMovuR, a morbid ſwelling.” Joxxsox.—An excellent 
thing to roll over an eye, eſpecially if it happen to be hot and 
hot, as in the preſent caſe. 


——  {ummer-tints begemm'd the ſcene, 
And filky ocean ſlept in gloſſy green. 


While air's nocturnal ghoſt, in paly ſhroud, 
Glances with grieſly glare from cloud to cloud, 


And 
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'Tis done. Her houſe the generous Piozzi lends, 
And thither ſummons her blue-ſtocking friends; 

The ſummons her blue-ſtocking friends obey, 

Lur'd by the love of Poetry—and Tea. 

The Baxp ſteps forth in birth-day ſplendour dreſt, 45 
His right hand graceful waving o'er his breaſt ; 

His left extending, ſo that all might ſee, 

A roll inſcrib'd TE WREATH or Linearty.” 

So forth he ſteps, and with complacent air 
Bows round the circle, and aſſumes the chair: 
With lemonade he gargles firſt his throat, 
Then ſweetly preludes to the liquid note: 


— —— 


And gauzy zephyrs, fluttering o'er the plain, 
On twilight's boſom drop their filmy rain. 


Unus inſtar omnium ! This couplet ſtaggered me. I 
ſhould be loth to be found correcting a madman ; and yet 
mere folly ſeems unequal to the production of ſuch exquiſite 
uonſenſe. 


2do. 


— days of old 
Their periſh'd, proudeſt, pageantry unfold, 
nothing I deſcry 
But the bare boaſt of barren heraldry, 


[ 14 J 


Hic neque more probo videas, neque voce ſerena 
Ingentes trepidare Titos, cum carmina lumbum 
Intrant, 


the huntreſs queen 
| Showers her ſhafts of ſilver o'er the ſcene. 


To theſe add, moody monarchs, radiant rivers, cooling ca- 
taracts, lazy loires (of which, by the bye, there are none), 
gay garonnes, gloomy glaſs, mingling murder, dauntleſs day, 
lettered lightnings, delicious dilatings, ſinking ſorrows, rich 
reaſonings, meliorating mercies, dewy vapours damp that 
ſweep the ſilent ſwamp; and a world of others, to be found 
in the compaſs of half a dozen pages. 


z3tio. 
In phoſphor blaze of genealogic line. 
N. B. Written to © the turning of a brazen candleſtick.” 


O better were it ever to be loſt 
In black negation's ſea, than reach the coaſt. 


This couplet may be placed to advantage under the firſt 
head. 
Should the zeal of parliament be empty words. 
turn to France, and ſee 
Four million men in arms for liberty. 


E 
And now tis ſilence all—Gzx:1vs oz Mvusz*, 
Thus while the flow'ry ſubje& he purſues, 
A wild delirium round th” aſſembly flies; 
Unuſual luſtre ſhoots from Emma's eyes; 


———doom for a breath | | 
A hundred reaſoning hecatombs to death. 


A hecatomb is a ſacrifice of a hundred head of oxen. Where 
did this gentleman hear of their reaſoning ? 


Awhile I'll ruminate on time and fate ; 
And the moſt probable event of thingg—— }. 


Euge, magne poeta ! Well may Laura Maria ſay, 


That Gen1vs glows in every claſſic line, 
And NaTvurE dictates every thing that's thine. 


* Genus ox Mus, whoe'er thou art, whoſe thrill 
Exalts the fancy, and inflames the will, 

Bids o'er the heart ſublime ſenſation roll, 

And wakes ecſtatic fervour in the ſoul. 


Vide the commencement of the Wreath of Liberty, where 
our great poet, with a dexterity peculiar to himſelf, has con- 
trived to fill ſeveral quarto pages without a ſingle idea. 

6 Luxurious 


( 216 J 
Tatrant, et tremulo ſcalpuntur ubi intima verſu. 
Tun' vetule auriculis alienis colligis eſcas ? 
Auriculis quibus et dicas cute perditus ohe ! 
Quo didiciſſe, nifi hoc fermentum, et quæ ſemel intus 
Innata eſt, rupto jecore exierit caprificus ? 
En pallor, ſeniumque. O mores l uſque adeone 

Scire 


no = — 


I learn from Della Crufca's lamentations, that he is de- 
clined into the vale of years; that the women ſay to him, as 
they formerly ſaid to Anacreon, Tien «u* and that Love, 


about two years ſince, 
1% tore 


14 
Luxurious Arno drivels as he ſtands; 
And Anna friſks, and Laura claps her hands. 
O wretched man!] And doſt thou toll to pleaſe, 
At this late hour of life *, ſuch ears as theſe ? 
Is thy poor pride contented to receive 61 
Such tranſitory fame as fools can give? 
Fools who, unconſcious of the critic's laws, 
Rain in ſuch ſhow'rs their indiſtin applauſe, 
That thou, even thou, who liv'ſt upon renown, 
And with eternal puffs inſult*it the town, 
Art forc'd at length to check the idiot roar, 
And cry, © For heaven's ſweet ſake, no more, no 
«© more!“ 
« But why (thou ſay'ſt) why am I learn'd, why 
% fraught 
« With all the prieſt and all the ſage have taught, 70 
If the huge maſs, within my boſom pent, 
« Muſt ſtruggle there, unconſcious of a vent!“ 
THrov learn'd! Alas, for Learning! She is ſped : 
And haſt thou dimm'd thy eyes, and rack'd thy 
head, 74 


«  — tore his name from his bright page, 
« And gave it to approaching age.” 
c | 


191 
Scire tuum, nihil eſl, nifi te ſcire hoc, ſciat alter ? 
At pulchrum eſt digito monſtrari, et dicier, Hic eſt : 
Ten” cirratorum centum dictata fuiſſe 
Pro nihilo pendes ? Ecce inter pocula quærunt 
Romulidz ſaturi, quid dia poemata narrent. 
Hic aliquis, cui circum humeros hyacinthina læna eſt, 
Rancidulum quiddam balba de nare locutus, 
Phyllidas, Hypfipylas, vatum et plorabile ſi quid 


Eliquat, et tenero ſupplantat verba palato. 
Aſſenſere 


56— —_— K —_— * 3 


®* Recounts the wayward fate.—In the INTER VI (ſee 
the Britiſh Album) the lover finding his miſtreſs inex- 
orable, comforts himſelf, and juſtifies her, by boaſting how 


well he can play the fool. And never did Don Quixote 
1 exhibit 


A, 


And broke thy reſt for Tars, for Ta1s alone? 

And is thy knowledge nothing if not known? 

O fool, fool, fool !—-But ftill, thou crieſt, tis ſweet 
To hear“ That's He !” from every one we meet; 
That's he whom critic Bell declares divine, 

For whom the fair diurnal laurels twine ; 8 
Whom Magazines, Reviews, conſpire to praiſe, 

And Greathead calls the Homer of our days. 

F. And is it nothing, then, to hear our name 
Thus blazon'd by the GENERAL voice of fame? 84 
P, Nay, it were ev'ry thing, did THAT diſpenſe 

The ſober verdi& found by taſte and ſenſe. 
But mark our jury, O'er the flowing bowl, 
When wine has drown'd all energy of ſoul, 
Ere Faro comes (a dreary interval!) 
For ſome fond, faſhionable lay they call. 99 
Here the ſpruce enſign, tottering on his chair, 
With liſping accent, and affected air, 
Recounts the wayward fate of that poor poet, 
Who, born for anguiſh, and diſpos'd to ſhew it, 
Did 


—_— 


exhibit half ſo many extravagant tricks in the Sierra Morena, 

for the beaux yeux of his Dulcinea, as our diſtracted amoroſo 

threatens to perform for the no leſs beautiful Anna Matilda. 
C 2 « Yes, 
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Aſſenſere viri. Nunc non einis ille poetæ 

Felix ? non levior cippus nunc imprimit oſſa? 
Laudant con vivæ nunc non e manibus illis, 

Nunc non e tumulo, fortunataque favilla, 
Naſcentur violz ? Rides, ait, et nimis uncis 
Naribus indulges : an erit, qui velle recuſet 

Os populi meruiſſe; et cedro digna locutus, 
Linquere nec ſcombros metuentia carmina, nec thus ? 
Quiſquis es, O, modo quem ex adverſo dicere feci, 
Non ego, cum ſeribo, fi forte quid aptius exit, 
Quando hoc rara avis eſt, fi quid tamen aptius exit, 


Laudari metuam; neque enim mihi cornea fibra eſt : 
Sed 


« Yes, I will prove that I deſerve my fate, 
* Way born for anguiſh, and was form'd for hate; 
' « With 


a UV 
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Did yet ſo awkwardly his means employ, 
That gaping fiends miſtook his grief for joy. 
Loſt in amaze at language ſo divine, 
The audience hiccup, and exclaim, “ Damn'd fine!“ 
And are not now the author's aſhes bleſt ? 
Now lies the turf not lightly on his breaſt ? 
Do not ſweet violets now around him bloom ? 
Laurels now burſt ſpontaneous from his tomb ! 
F. This is mere mockery ; and (in your ear) 
Reaſon is ill refuted by a ſneer. 
Is praiſe an evil? Is there to be found 195 
One ſo indifferent to its ſoothing ſound, 
As not to wiſh hereafter to be known, 
And make along futurity his own ; 
Rather than— 
P.—With *Squire Jerningham deſcend 
To paſtry-cooks and moths, * and there an end!“ 
O thou that deign'ſt this homely ſcene to ſhare, 
Thou know'ſt when chance (tho? this indeed be rare) 
With random gleams of wit has grac'd my lays, 
Thou know'ſt too well how I have reliſh'd praiſe. 


— 


« With ſuch tranſcendent woe will breathe my ſigh, 
« That envying fiends ſhall think it ecſtaſy,” &c. 
| C 3 Not 
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Sed recti finemque extremumque eſſe recuſo 

Euge tuum, & belle ; nam belle hoc, excute totum. 

Quid non intus habet? Non hic eſt Ilias Atti 

Ebria veratro; non ſi qua elegidia crudi 

Dictarunt proceres ; non quidquid denique leCtis 
Scribitur 


—_— 


* Holcroft's, &c.—See the Road to Ruin, a play (if it muſt 
be ſo called) that for improbability of character, abſurdity of 
plot, and ſenſeleſs vulgarity of dition, exceeds any ſtuff that 
has been produced, on either tage, ſince the days of Great- 


| head's RxOZNr. t 
+ Merry's blubbering rant.—In a moſt wretched rhapſody 
of incomprehenſible nonſenſe, addreſſed by this gentleman to 
Mrs. Robinſon, which ſhe in her valuable poems (page 100) 
calls 


* ** 6 
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Cobbe's vapid jeſt, and Merry's blubbering rant + ? 


ET a4 1 


Not mine the ſoul that pants not after fame; 115 
Ambitious of a poet's envied name, | 
I haunt the ſacred fount, athirſt to prove 

The grateful influence of the ſtream I love. 

And yet, my friend (though till at praiſe beſtow'd 
Mine eye has gliſten'd, and my cheek has glow'd), 120 
Yet, when I proſtitute the lyre to gain 
The eulogies that wait each modiſh ſtrain, 

May the ſweet muſe my groveling hopes withſtand, 
And tear the ſtrings indignant from my hand! 

Nor think that, while my verſe too much I prize, 

Too much th* applauſe of faſhion I deſpiſe ; 

For mark to what *tis given, and then declare, 

Mean tho' I am, if it be worth my care. 130 
Is it not given to Eſte's unmeaning daſh, 

To Topham's fuſtian, Colman's flippant traſh, 

Miles Andrews” jargon, Holcroft's ſtupid cant “, 


Skill'd 


"On i. 


calls a charming compoſition, abounding in lines of exquiſite 
beauty, is the following rant: 
Conjure up demons from the main, 
Storms upon ſtorms indignant heap, 


Fid ocean howl, and nature weep, 
C4 Till 
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Scribitur in citreis: calidum ſcis ponere ſumen, 
Scis comitem horridulum trita donare lacerna : 

Et verum, inquis, amo; verum mihi dicite de me. 
Qui pote? vis dicam ? nugaris | 
O Jane, a tergo quem nulla ciconia pinſit, 

Nec manus auriculas imitata eſt mobilis albas, 


Nec linguæ, quantum ſitiat canis Apula, tantæ. 
Vos, 


Till the Creator 5/ % to ſee 

How horrible his world can be: 

While I will cLoxy To BLASPHEME, 

AxD MAKE THE JOYS OF HELL MY THEME» 


The reader, perhaps, wonders what dreadful event gave 
birth to theſe fearful imprecations. As far as I can collect, 


ut 


E 80-1 


Skill'd in one uſeful ſcience at the leaſt, 138 
The great man comes, and ſpreads a ſumptuous feaſt: 
Then, when his gueſts behold the prize at ſtake, 

And thirſt and hunger only are awake, 

My friends, he cries, what do the galleries ſay, | 

And what the boxes, of my laſt new play? 140 

Speak freely, tell me all—come, be ſincere ; 

For truth, you know, 1s muſic to my ear. 

They ſpeak ? Alas, they cannot ! But ſhall I, 

I who receive no bribe, who dare not lye ? 

This then—* that worſe was never writ before, 

Nor worſe will be—till thou ſhalt write once 
more.” 146 

Bleſt be © two-headed Janus! tho? inclin'd, 

No waggiſh ſtork can peck at him behind ; 

He no wry mouth, no lolling tongue can fear, 

Nor the briſk twinkling of an aſs's ear. 150 


it was—the aforeſaid Mrs. Robinſon's not opening her eyes ! / ! 
| Surely it is moſt deyoutly to be wiſhed that theſe poor crea- 
tures would recolle&, amidſt their frigid ravings, and com- 
mon-place extravagancies, that excellent maxim of Por &— 


« Perſiſt, by nature, reaſon, taſte, unaw'd ; 
« But learn, ye Duxcxs, not to ſcorn your Gop.“ 


But 
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Vos, O patricius ſanguis, quos vivere fas eſt 
Oecipiti cœco, poſticz occurrite ſannæ. 
Quis populi ſermo eſt? quis enim, niſi carmina molli 
Nunc demum numero fluere, ut per leve ſeveros 
Effundat junQura ungues—— 

Sive opus in mores, in Juxum, in prandia regum, 
Dicere res grandes noſtro dat Muſa poetæ. 
Ecce modo heroas ſenſus afferre videmus 


Nugari 


C01 


But you, ye St. Johns, curs'd with one poor head, 
Alas! what mockeries have not ye to dread ! 
Hear now our gueſts:— The critics, Sir! they 
ery 
Merit like yours the critics may defy. I54 
But this indeed they ſay—** Your varied rhymes, 
At once the boaſt and envy of the times, 
In every page, ſong, ſonnet, what you will, 
Shew boundleſs genius, and unrivall'd ſkill. 
If comedy be yours, the ſcarching ſtrain 
Gives a ſweet pleaſure, ſo chaſtis'd by pain, 160 
Than e' en the guilty at their ſufferings ſmile, 
And bleſs the lancet, tho! they bleed the while. 
If tragedy, th' impaſſion'd numbers flow 
In all the ſad variety of woe, 
With ſuch a liquid lapſe, that they betray 165 
The breaſt unwares, and ſteal the ſoul away.“ 
' Thus fool'd, the moon-ſtruck tribe, whoſe beſt 
effays 
Sunk in acroſtics and in roundelays, 
To loftier labours now pretend a call, 
And buſtle in heroics, one and all. 
E'en Bertie burns of gods and chiefs to fing— 
| Bertie, who lately twitter'd to the ſtring 


— 
- — — — — 
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Nugari ſolitos Grzce, nec ponere lucum 
Artiſices, nec rus ſaturum laudare.— Euge, poeta ! 
Eſt nunc Briſzi quem venoſus liber Acci 

Sunt quos Pacuviuſque, et verrucoſa moretur 


Antiopa, zrumnis cor luctificabile fulta. 
Hos 


Where airy lays, &c. ws os bt 
60 n . 
That hung upon the cobweb'd thorn 
% Thy airy lay ? Or did it riſe, | 
« In thouſand rich enamell'd dyes, | 
« To greet the hooniday fan? K te. 

* H BzLLi's ALBUM, vol. ii. 
| + Mir 


(Tf ©3) 
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His namby-pamby madrigals of love, 

In the dark dingles of a glittering grove, 

Where airy lays *, woven by the hand of morn, 

Were hung to dry upom a cobweb thorn ! !! 176 
Happy the ſoil where bards like muſhrooms riſe, 

And aſk no culture but what Byſhe ſupplies ! 5 

Happier the bards who, write whate'er they will, 

Find gentle readers to admire them till ! 180 

Some love the verſe that like Maria's flows, 

No rubs to ſtagger, and no ſenſe to poſe; 

Which read, and read, you raiſe your eyes in doubt, 

And gravely wonder what it 1s about. | 

Theſe fancy“ BeLL's Poetics” only ſweet, 185 

And intercept his hawkers in the ſtreet ; 

There, ſmoking hot, inhale T Mir VEVDA's ſtrains, 

And the rank fume of Toxy Pasquin's brains g. 

Others, 


* 


T Mir YsxDa. This is Mr. Tim, alias Mr. Timothy Ad- 
ney, a moſt pertinacious gentleman, who makes a conſpicu- 
ous figure in the papers under the ingenious ſignature above 
cited; being, as the reader already ſees, his own name read 
backward. „ Gentle dulneſs ever loves a joke! 

Of his prodigious labours I have nothing by me but the fol- 


lowing ſtanza, taken from what he calls his Poor Man : 


Reward 


Reward the bounty of your generous hand, 
Your head each night in comfort ſhall be /aid, 
And plenty ſmile throughout your fertile land, 
While I do haſten to the ſilent grave. 
« Good morrow, my worthy maſters and miſtreſſes all; 
and a merry Chriſtmas to you.” 
$ Tony Pasgqum.—I have too much reſpect for my 
reader to affront him with any ſpecimens of this man's poe- 
try, at once licentious and dull beyond example : at the ſame 
time I cannot reſiſt the temptation of preſenting him with 
the following ſtanzas, written by a friend of mine, and ſuffi- 
ciently illuſtrative of the character in queſtion : 


To AnTHrony Pascu, Eſq. 


Why doſt thou tack, moſt ſimple Anthony, 
The name of Paſquin to thy ribbald ſtrains ? 
Is it a fetch of wit, to let us ſee | 
Thou, like that ſtatue, art devoid of brains ? 


But thou miſtak'R : for know, tho' Paſquin's head 
Be full as hard, and near as thick, as thine ; 
. Yet has the world admiring on it read 

Many a keen gibe, and many a ſportive line, 


/ 


While nothing from thy jobhernowl can ſpring 
But impudence and filth ; for out, alas ! 
$ Do 


x 


Others, like Kemble, on black letter pore, 
And what they do not underſtand, adore ; 190 


th 
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Do what we will, tis ſtill the ſame vile thing, 
Within, all brick-duſt—and without, all braſs. 


Then blot the name of Pas cu from thy page : 
Thou ſeeſt it will not thy poor riff-raff ſell. 

Some other wouldſt thou take ? I dare engage 
Jonx WILLIAus, or Tom Fool, will do as well. 


l — 


I am ſorry to ſay, that this ſhort Addreſs to Anthony has 
had an effect which I neither wiſhed nor expected. A 
Captain Wathen, ſeeing honourable mention made of the 
hard and impaſſible nature of this miſerable object's head, 
and reaſoning (as it ſeems) from analogy, naturally enough 
conceived that his back and ſhoulders were of the ſame ſtuff, 
and accordingly applied a cudgel to them with great per- 
ſeverance. It appears, however, that the Captain made a 
grievous miſtake ; for I learn from Anthony's lamentable 
howlings in the daily papers, that his ſhoulders were bruiſed 
and-cut, and his back ſwelled into more bumps than Ther- 
ſites formerly, in the ill-judged experiment. : 

To atone, in ſome meaſure, for the miſchief I have inno- 
cently done, I give public notice that every part of An- 
thony (except as before excepted) is as ſoft as batter-pud- 
ding, and not to be touched. All manual applications, there- 


fore, muſt be made to his head: indeed, if I might be 
thought 


191 
Hos pueris monitus patres infundere lippos 
Cum videas, quæriſque unde hæc ſartago loquendi 


Venerit in linguas? unde iſtud dedecus ? 
Fur es, ait Pedio. Pedius quid? crimina raſis 
Librat in antithetis; doctas poſuiſſe figuras 
Laudatur; bellum hoc. Hoc bellum? An Romule 


ceves? _ 


Sed 


thought worthy to adviſe, they ſhould not be made at all— 
for Cui bono? ſince Shakeſpeare, or ſomebody for him, 
well obſerves, that rzzELING 


Reſides not in the part that does not FEEL. 


* Lo! Beaufoy, &c.—“ The feet are accommodated with 


ſhoes +, and the head is protecteu by a—woollen nightcap.” 
AFRICAN ASSOCIATION, p. 139. 


— 


+ Shoes.—By your leave, maſter critic, here is a ſmall 
overſight in your quotation, The gentleman does not ſay 
their feet are accommodated with e, but with pers. 
For the reſt, accommodate, as I learn, is a ſcholar-like word, 
and 4 word of exceeding great propriety. Accommedate / it 
comes from accommed: : that is, when a man's feet are, as they 
ſay, accommodated ; or when they are—being—whereby they 
may be thought to be accommodated; which is an ex- 


cellent thing. Pix TER's DEVIL. 
« From 
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Buy at vaſt ſums the traſb of ancient days, 
And draw on prodigality for praiſe. 
Theſe, when ſome lucky hit, or lucky price, 
Has bleſs'd them with © The Boke of gode advice,” 
For eler and algates only deign to ſeek, 195 
And live upon a wwhilome for a week. 

And can we, when ſuch mope-eyed dolts are plac'd 
By thoughtleſs faſhion on the throne of taſte— 
Say, can we wonder whence this jargon flows, 
This motley fuſtian, neither verſe nor proſe, 200 
This old new language that defiles our page, 
The refuſe and the ſcum of every age ? 

Lo, Beaufoy * tells of Afric's barren ſand 
In all the flow'ry phraſe of fairy land : 
There Fezzan's thrum-capp'd tribes, Turks, Chriſ- 

tians, Jews, 205 

Accommodate, ye gods! their feet with ſhoes. 
There meagre ſhrubs inveterate mountains grace, 


And bruſbwood breaks the amplitude of ſpace. 


7 — 


« From this ſcene of gladſome contraſt, i. e. from the 
mountain of Zillau (p. 288), whoſe rugged ſides are marked 
with ſcanty ſpots of bruſhwood, and enriched with ſtores of 


water, to the long aſcent of the broad rock of Gerdobah 


(p. 289), from whoſe inflexible barrenneſs little is to be 
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Perplex'd 
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Sed numeris decor eſt, & junctura addita crudis. 
Claudere fic verſum didicit Berecynthius Atys, 
Et qui czruleum dirimebat Nerea Delphin. 


— 
4 


got from this ſcene, I ſay, of gladſome contraſt to the 
inveterate mountains of Gegogib, &c.“ 

« In the long courſe of a ſeven-days paſſage, the tra- 
veller is ſcarcely ſenſible that a few ſpots of thin and meagre 
bruſhwood flightly interrupt the vaſt expanſe of ſterility, 
and diminiſh the amplitude of deſolation ! ! 1” 


Sic 
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Perplex'd with terms ſo vague and undefin'd, 

I blunder on ; till wilder'd, giddy, blind, 210 
Where'er I turn, on clouds I ſeem to tread ; 

And call for Mandeville to eaſe my head. 

Oh for the good old times! When all was new, 
And every hour brought prodigies to view, 

Our fires in unaffected language told 215 
Of ſtreams of amber, and of rocks of gold: 
Full of their theme, they ſpurn'd all idle art, 
And the plain tale was truſted to the heart, 

Now all is changed ! We fume and fret, poor elves ! 
Leſs to diſplay our ſubject, than ourſelves : 220 
Whate'er we paint—a grot, a flow'r, a bird, 

Heavens, how we ſweat, laboriouſly abſurd ! 
Words of gigantic bulk, and uncouth ſound, 
In rattling triads the long ſentence bound ; 
While points with points, with periods periods jar, 225 
And the whole work ſeems one continued war ! 
Is not ruis fad ? 
F. «Tis pitiful, God knows, 
* Tis wondrous pitiful,” E'en take the proſe ; 
But for the poetry—oh that, my friend, 


I ſtill aſpire—nay, ſmile not—to defend. 230 

You praiſe our fires: but, though they wrote with force, 

Their rhymes were vicious, and their diction coarſe ; 
D 2 We 


+ = =. 
Sic coſtam longo ſubduximus Appennino. 
% Arma virum“ —nonne hoc ſpumoſum & cortice 
pingui? 


Ut 


4 "4 8 — * _ _—_ 


2 co —_— 


* Haſten, &c.—This and the following quotation are 
taken from the © Laurel of Liberty,” a work on which 
the great author moſt juſtly reſts his claims to immortality. 

+ Weſton.—This indefatigable gentleman has been at- 
tacking the moral character of Pope in the Gentleman's 
Magazine, with all the virulence of Gildon, all the impu- 
dence of Smediey, and all the ignorance of Curl and his 

What the views of the immaculate Sylvanus may be, in 

| ſtanding 


( 37 ] 
We want their flrength : agreed. But we atone 
For that, and more, by ſweetneſs all our own. 
To inſtance “ * Haſten to the lawny vale, 235 
Where yellow morning breathes her ſaffron gale, 
« And bathes the landſcape—” 
P. Pſhaw ! I have it here: 
« A voice feraphic graſps my liſtening ear: 
« Wond'ring I gaze; when, lo! methought afar, 
% More bright than dauntleſs day's imperial ſtar, 
„A godlike form advances.” 
F. You ſuppoſe 241 
Theſe lines perhaps too turgid ; what of thoſe ? 
« The mighty mother —” 
P. Now *tis plain you ſneer, 
For + Weſton's ſelf could find no ſemblance here. 
| Weſton ! 


ſtanding cap in hand, and complacently holding open the 
door of the temple, for near two years, to this © execrable” 
Froftratus, I know not, He cannot ſure be weak enough to 
ſuppoſe an obſcure ſcribbler like this has any charges to 
bring againſt our great poet, that eſcaped the vigilant male - 
volence of the Weſtons of the Dunciad. Or if ever, from 
the natural goodneſs of his heart, he cheriſhed ſo laudable 
a ſuppoſition, he ought (whateyer it may coſt him) to 
forego it : when, after twenty months, nothing is produced 
D 3 but 
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Ut ramale vetus prægrandi ſubere coctum. 
Quidnam igitur tenerum, & laxa cervice legendum ? 
Torva 


but an exploded accuſation taken from the moſt common 
edition of the Dunciad ; which, as nothing but Weſtonian 
rancour could firſt make, ſo nothing but Weſtonian ſtu- 
Pidity can now revive. 

It has been ſuggeſted to me, that this nightman of litera- 
ture deſigns to reprint as much as can be collected of the 
heroes of the Dunciad.—If it be ſo, the dirty work of tra- 
ducing Pope may be previouſly neceſſary ; and prejudice 
itſelf muſt own, that he has ſhewn uncommon penetration 
in the ſelection of the blind and outrageous mercenary 
now ſo laboriouſly employed in it. 


Whatever 


11 


Weſton ! who, ſlunk from truth's imperious light, 

- Swells, like a filthy toad, with ſecret ſpite, 245 
And, envying the fair fame he cannot hope, 

Spits his black venom at the duſt of Pope, 

Reptile accurs'd -O memorable long, 

If there be force in virtue or in ſong, 250 
O injur'd bard ! forgive the grateful ſtrain, 

That I, the humbleſt of the tuneful train, 

With glowing heart, yet trembling hand repay 

For many a penſive, many a ſprightly lay: 

So may thy varied verſe, from age to age, 255 
Inform the ſimple, and delight the ſage ! 


— — 


Whatever be the deſign, the proceedings are by no means 
inconſiſtent with the plan of a work which may not un- 
aptly be ſtyled THE CHARNEL-HOUSE or REPUTATION, 
and which, from the days of Lauder to the preſent, has 
delighted to aſperſe every thing venerable amongſt us— 
which accuſed Swift of luſt, and Addiſon of drunkenneſs ; 
which inſulted the aſhes of Toup while they were yet warm, 
and gibbeted poor Henderſon alive; which affected to 
idolize the great and good Howard, while idolatry was 
painful to him; and the moment he fell, gloriouſly fell, 
in the exerciſe of the moſt ſublime virtue, attempted to 


ſtigmatiſe him as a brute and a monſter ! | 
D 4 While 


— 40 J 


Torva Mimalloneis implerunt cornua bombis, 
Et raptum vitulo * ablatura — 


Baſſaris 
Hzc fierent, fi teſticuli vena ulla paterni 
Viveret in nobis? ſumma delumbe ſaliva, 


Hoc 


* Canſt thou, Matilda, &c. (vide Album, vol. ii.) - Ma- 
tilda! © nay then, I'll never truſt a madman again.” It 
was but a few minutes fince, that Mr. Merry died for the 
love of Laura Maria; and now is he going to do the ſame 
thing for the love of Anna Matilda ? 

What the ladies may ſay to ſuch a ſwain, I know not; 
but certainly he is too prone to run wild, die, &c, &c. 
| Such indeed is the combuſtible nature of this gentleman, 


that 
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While canker d Weſton, and his loathſome rhymes, 
Stink in the noſe of all ſucceeding times ! | 

Enough. But where (for theſe, you ſeem to ſay, 
Are ſamples of the high, heroic lay) - 260 
Where are the ſoft, the tender ſtrains, that call 


For the moiſt eye, bow'd head, and lengthen'd drawl ? 


Lo! here & Canft thou, Matilda, urge my fate, 
« And bid me mourn thee ?—yes, and.mourn too late ! 


O raſh, ſevere decree ! my maddening brain 265 

Cannot the ponderous agony ſuſtain ; 

« But forth I ruſh, from vale to mountain run, 

« And with my mind's thick gloom obſcure the ſun.” 
Heavens! if our ancient vigour were not fled, 

Could versE like this be written or be read? 270 

VersE! THAT'S the mellow fruit of toil intenſe, 

Inſpir'd by genius, and inform'd by ſenſe ; 


— — 


that he takes fire at every female ſignature in the papers: 
and I remember, that when Olaudo Equiano (who, for a 
black, is not ill-featured) tried his hand at a ſoft ſonnet, 
and by miſtake ſubſcribed it Olauda, Mr. Merry fell ſo deſ- 
perately in love with him, and « yelled out ſuch ſyllables of 
« dolour” in conſequence of it, that © the pitiful hearted”? 
negro was frightened at the miſchief he had done, and tranſ- 
mitted in all haſte the following correction to the editor 
For Olauda, pleaſe to read Olaudo, the black man,” 


Tris, 
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Hoe natat in labris: et in udo eſt Mænas et Atys; 
Nec pluteum cædit, nec demorſos ſapit ungues. 
Sed quid opus teneras mordaci radere vero 


Auriculas? vide ſis, ne majorum tibi forte 
Limina 


— — 


„Of this /pes altera Rome, this ſecond hope of the age, 
the following ſtanzas will afford a ſufficient ſpecimen, 
They are taken from a ballad which Mr. Bell, an ad- 
mirable judge of theſe matters, calls a © very mellifluous one; 
eaſy, artleſs, aus unaffected.“ 


Gently o'er the riſing billows 
Softly ſteals the bird of night, 
Ruſtling thro” the bending willows ; 
Fluttering pinions mark her flight. 


Whither now in filence bending, 
Ruthleſs winds deny thee reſt; 
Chilling =ight-dews faſt deſcending 

Gliften on thy downy breaſt. 


£48 3 
Ta1s, the abortive progeny of Pride 
And Dulneſs, gentle pair, for aye allied; 
Begotten without thought, born without pains, 275 
The ropy drivel of rheumatic brains. 
F. So let it be. And yet, methinks, my friend, 
Silence were wiſe, where ſatire will not mend. 
Why wound the feelings of our noble youth, 
And grate their tender ears with odious truth? 280 
They cheriſh * Arno, and his flux of ſong, 
And hate the man who tells 'em they are wrong. 


Thy 
Seeking ſome kind hand to guide thee, 
Wiſfiful turns thy fearful eye; 
Trembling as the willows hide thee, 
Shelter'd from th' inclement ſky. - 


The ſtory of this poor owl, who was at one and the ſame 
time at ſea and on land, filent and noiſy, ſheltered and ex- 
poſed, is continued through a few more of theſe © mellifluous“ 
ſtanzas: which the reader, I doubt not, will readily forgive 
me for omitting ; more eſpecially if he takes in the OxacLz, 
a?PAPER honoured (as the grateful editor very properly has it) 
dy the effuſions of this © artleſs” gentleman, above all others. 


N. B. On looking —_ I find the ow to be a Nightin- 
gale.—N' importe. 


It 
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Limina frigeſcant : ſonat hic de nare canina 
Litera, Per me equidem fint omnia protinus alba, 
Nil moror: euge, omnes, omnes bene miræ eritis res. 
Hoc juvat : hic inquis, veto quiſquam faxit oletum. 
Pinge 


It was ſaid of Theophilus Cibber (I think by Goldſmith), 
that as he grew older, he grew never the better. Much 
the ſame (mutatis mutandis) may be ſaid of the gentlemen 
of the Baviad. After an interval of two years, I find the 
* mellifluous” Azxo celebrating Mrs. Robinſon's Novel in 
firains like theſe : 


Fer the ORACLE. 
SONNET to Mrs. ROBINSON, 


Upon reading ber V ANCENZ A. 


WHAT never-ceaſing Muſic ! From the throne 
Where ſweeteſt Szns1B1L1TY enſhrin'd 
Pour out her tender triumphs, all alone 
To every murmuring breeze of paſſing wind ! 
O, bleſt 


l 


Thy fate already I foreſee. My Lord . 
With cold reſpe& will freeze thee from his board 
And his Grace cry, Hence with your fapient ſneer ! 
Hence! we deſire no curriſh critic here.” 286 

P. Enough. Thank heaven ! my error now I ſee, 
And all ſhall be divine henceforth for me : 
Yes, St. John's doggrel, Greathead's lumbering line, 
And Merry's whipt-cream, all, forſooth, divine! 290 

F. Tis well. Here let th' indignant ſtricture 

ceaſe, 


And **#*** at length enjoy his fool in peace. 


— — 
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O, bleſt with all the lovely lapſe of Song, 

That bathes with pureſt balm the ſoften'd breaſt, 
I fee thee urge thy Fancy's courſe along 

The ſolemn glooms of GoTaic piles wnbleft, 


VANCENZA riſes—0'er her time-touch'd ſpires 
Gu1LT wnrevead hovers with killing dew, 
Fruſtrates the fondneſs of the Vixoix's fires, | 
; And bares the murd"rous CasKET to her view. 


The thrilling pulſe creeps back upon each Heart, 
And Hoxxox lords it by thy faſcinating Art. 


ARNO. 


Et vitula ru dignus, et # ac | The Novel is worthy of the 
Poetry ; the Poetry of the Novel. 


P, Come 


' 


* 


ES 


g Finge duos angues: pueri, ſacer eſt locus, extra 

2, - Mifite ; diſcedo : ſecuit Lucilius urbem, 
— Te Eupe, te Muti, & genuinum fregit in illis. 
Men' mutire nefas, nec clam, nec cum ſcrobe? 


=. * aw 
—_ — 


- 
* ” * 7 
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P, Come then, around their works a circle draw, 
And near it plant the dragons of the law ; 
With labels writ, Critics far hence remove, 295 
« Nor dare to cenſure what the great approve.”? 
I go. Vet Hall could laſh with noble rage 
The purblind patron of a former age, 
And laugh to ſcorn th' eternal ſonnetteer 
That made gooſe-pinions and white rags ſo dear, 
Yet Oldham, in his rude, unpoliſh'd ſtrain, 301 
Could hiſs the clamorous, and deride the vain, 
That bawl'd their rhymes inceſſant thro' the town, 
Or brib'd the hawkers for a day's renown, 
Whate'er the theme, with honeſt warmth they 

wrote, 305 

Nor car'd what Mutius of their freedom thought : 
Yet proſe was venial in that happy time, 
And life had other buſineſs than to rhyme. 

And may not I—now this pernicious peſt, 
This metromania, creeps thro? every breaſt ; 310 
Now fools and children void their brains by loads, 
And itching grandams ſpawl laſcivious odes ; 
Now lords and dukes, curs'd with a ſickly taſte, 
While Burns? pure healthful nurture runs to waſte, 
Lick up the ſpittle of the bed - rid muſe, 315 
And riot on the ſweepings of the ſtews; 


Say, 


11 
Hic tamen infodiam. Vidi, vidi ipſe, libelle : 
Auriculas aſini Mida rex habet. Hoc ego opertum, 
Hoe ridere meum tam nil, nulla tibi vendo : 
Iliade. Audaci quicunque afflate Crat ino, 
Iratum Eupolidem prægrandi cum ſene palles, 
Aſpice & hc, fi forte aliquid decoctius audis. 
Inde vaporata lector mihi ferveat aure, 
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Say, may not I expoſe— 
F. No— tis unſafe. 
Prudence, my friend. 
P. What! not deride, not laugh? 
Well! thought at leaſt is free — 
F. O yet forbear. 
P. Nay, then, I'll dig a pit, and bury there 
The dreadful truth that ſo alarms thy fears: 321 
THE TOWN, THE TOWN, GOOD PIT, HAS ASSES EARS. 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, this wayward fancy ſtrange ; 
So think thou ſtill ; yet would not I exchange 
The ſecret humour of this ſimple hit 32g 
For all the Albums that were ever writ. 
Of this no more. O thou (if yet there be 
One boſom from this vile infection free), 
Thou who canſt thrill with joy, or glow with ire, 
As the great maſters of the ſong inſpire ; 330 
Canſt hang enamour'd o'er the magic page, 
| Where deſperate ladies deſperate lords engage, 
Gnomes, ſylphs, and gods the fierce contention ſhare, 
And heaven and earth hang trembling on a hair; 
Canſt quake with horror while Emilia's charms 
Againſt a brother point a brother's arms, 336 
And trace the fortune of the varying fray, 
While hour on hour flits unperceiv'd away— 
E Approach ; 
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Non hic, qui in crepidas Graiorum ludere geſtit, 
Seſe aliquem credens, Italo quod honore ſupinus 
Frege- 


——_— 
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* Edwin's mewlings, c. We come now to a character 
of high reſpect, the profound Mr. T. Vaughan, who, under 
the alluring ſignature of Edwin, favoùrs us from time to 
time with a melancholy poem on the death of a bug, the 
flight of an earwig, the miſcarriage of a cock-chaffer, or 
ſome other event of equal importance. | 

His laſt work was an ETiTa@4y (bleſſings on his learn. 
ing I), which I take for granted means an Epitaph, on a 
mouſe that broke her heart : and, as it was a matter of 
great conſequence, he very properly made the introduction 
as long as the poem itſelf. Hear how gravely he pro- 
logiſeth: 


EN I 
Approach: *twixt hope and fear I wait, O deign 
To caſt a glance on this incondite ſtrain : 340 
Here, if thou find one thought but well expreſt, 

One ſentence higher finiſh'd than the reſt, 

Such as may win thee to proceed awhile, | 
And ſmooth thy forehead with a gracious ſmile, | 
I aſk no more. But far from me the throng, 345 
Who fancy fire in Laura's vapid ſong, 

Who Anna's bedlam-rant for ſenſe can take, 

And over * Edwin's mewlings keep awake ; 


Yes, 


„ en CO — 


On a tame mouſe, which belonged to a lady who ſaved its life, 

conflantly fed it, and even wept, poor lady! at its approaching 

death, The mouſe's eyes actually dropped out of its head, poor 
mouſe! THE DAY BEFORE Ir DIED, 


"EmrraQvor, 


This feeling Mouſe, whoſe heart was warm'd 
By Pity's pureſt ray, 
| ”— Becauſe her Miſtreſs dropt a tear, 
| Wept both her eyes away. 


By ſympathy depriv'd of light, 
She one day's darkneſs tried; 
The grateful tear no more could flow, 
So lik'd it not, and died. 
s E 2 
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May we, when others weep for us, 
The debt with int'reſt pay— 
And, when the gen'rous fonts are dry, 
Revert to native clay. 
EDWIN. 


Mr. T. Vaughan has aſſerted that he is not the author of 
this matchleſs Exixapioy, with ſuch ſpirit, and retorted upon 
one Baviad (whom without all controverſy the learned gen- 
tleman takes to be a man) with ſuch ſtrength of argument, 
and elegance of diction, that I ſhould wrong both him and 
the reader, to give it in any words but his own. 


« Well ſaid, Baviad the correct - And ſo the yPRoFouNnD 
Mr. T. Vaughan, as you politely ſtyle him, writes under the 
alluring ſignature of Edwin, does he? and therefore a very 
proper ſubje& for your, ſatiric malignity But ſuppoſe for 
a moment, as the truth and the fact is, that this gentleman 
never did uſe that ſignature upon any occaſion, in whatever 
he may have written: Do not you, the identical Baviad, in 
that caſe, for your uprovoked abuſe of him, immediately 
fall under your own character of that Nightman of Literature 
you ſo liberally aſſign Weſton ? And like him too, if there 
is any truth in what you ſay or write, do you not 


Swell like a filthy toad with ſecret ſpite ? 
The 


l 


Yes, far from me, whate'er their birth or place, 
Theſe long-ear'd judges of the Phrygian race, 350 


— —— 1 
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The ayes have it. And ſhould you not be as well verſed 
in your favourite Author's Fourth Satire, as you are in the 
Firſt, with your leave, I will quote from it two emphatic 
lines : 


Ut nemo, &c. 


« Into themſelves how few, how few deſcend, 
« And act, at home, the free impartial friend! 
« None fee their own, but all with ready eye 
« The pendent wallet on a neighbour ſpy ; 
« And like a Baviad will recount his ſhame, 
„ Tacking his very errors to bis name.” 
OracLE, 12th Jan, 


And, in God's name, to whoſe ſhould they be tacked, but 
the author's! Let not the reader, however, imagine the 
abſurdity to proceed from Perſius, or his ingenious tranſlator. 
The truth and the fact is,” that our learned brother, 
having a ſmall change to make in the two laſt lines, blun- 
dered them with his uſual acuteneſs into nonſenſe. He is 
not much more happy when he calls Weſton © the Nightman 
of Literature” as it is not uſual to ſay, men * hire” them- 
ſelves — But when a gentleman does not know what he writes, 
it is a little hard upon him to expect he ſhould know what 
he reads,—After all, Edwin or not, our egregious friend is 
ſtill the rxoxounDd Mr. T. Vaughan. 
| Their 


1911. 
Fregerit heminas— 
His mane edictum, poſt prandia Calliroen do. 


FINIS. 
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Their cenſure and their praiſe alike I ſcorn, 

And hate the laurel by their followers worn! 
Let ſuch, a taſk congenial to their powers, 

At ſales and auctions waſte the morning hours, 
Wile the dull noon away in Chriſtie's fane, 

And ſnore the evening out at Drury-lane 
Lull'd by the twang of Benſley's naſal note, 
And the hoarſe croak of Kemble's foggy throat. 


FINIS. 
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